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0, WOMAN. WOMAN!

I t  w as S a tu rd ay  evening. H er 

nam e is Mrs. T ruin , aud  she hails 

from Bingham . He, too, is a  Bingam- 

ite, and his friends call him Miller.

She has a  husband. H e is a  bachelor.

They loved each o ther in  Bingham, 

aud they m et in S a lt Lake. He w ent 

to  the G reat W este rn  hotel and squan 

dered four b its  in buy ing  the use of a 

room. She also w ent to  th a t  a p a rt

m ent and the door W as locked. The 

hotel p roprie tor liked not these pro

ceedings and dem anded th a t  the  door 

be sw ung  wide a t  his knock. Then 

there  w ere confusion and consterna

tion, and after a  season the door w as 

opened. M iller gazed a t  the landlord 

w ith  tw o eyes, and a  p isto l looked a t 

him also. She w hispered M iller to 

Fhoot, bu t he w ouldan’t. Then there  

v a s  more consternation, and the hotel 

Inan  hastened  for the police, and the 

police hurried  to  the hotel. They 

found her on the s ta ire s ; she found the 

hotel m an’s sho rt ribs w ith  her fists’ 

and Miller and T ru in  soon found them 

selves in the police s ta tion , where 

th e ,  found the la tte r’s  husband. She It0 tli!i 8hc11' and tliere 

w ept a t  s ig h t o f the  urbane ju d g e  ex-j>'im o u t a« a in ' thouS h *  had W * » -  

pressioned sad ly  a t  s ig h t of her. The ticcd ,h a t  8,uce W l  had becon’c, a

w itness told the s to ry  o f the  first a s - ! * id»w he f aid “ ° re  a tto o t“ ,n h,H 
sa u lt on the landlord. She 8milc<i | clothes, and had been very  reg u la r  ,n

his a ttendance  a t  the church the fair

BILL AND THE WIDOW.

“Wife,” said Ed. Wilbur one morn
ing, as he sat stirring his coffee with 

one liand, and holding a plum cake on 

his knee with the other, and looking 

across the table into the bright eyes 

of his little wife, “wouldn’t it be a 

good joke to get bachelor Bill Smiley 
to take widow Watson to Barn urn’s  

show next week?”
“You can’t do it, Ed,; he won’t  ask 

her, he’s so awfully shy. W hy he 
came by  here the other morning when 

I was hanging out the clothes, and he 

looked over the fence and spoke, but 
when I shook out a night gown he 

blushed like a girl and went away.”
“I  th ink  I can manage it  ” sa id  Ed.; 

“ b u t I ’ll have to  lie ju s t  à  little . B ut 

then  i t  w ouldn’t  be m uch harm  under 

the circum stances, for I know  she 

likes him, and he don’t  dislike her, bu t 

ju s t  as you say, lie’s so shy. I ’ll ju s t  

go  over to  his place and borrow  some 

bags o f him, and if  I  don’t  bag  him 

before I come back, don’t  k iss me for 

a  w eek Nellie.”

So say ing , Ed s ta rted , and while 

he is m ow ing the fields we will tak e  a 

look a t  Bill Smiley. He w as ra th e r a 

good-looking fellow, though his hair 

and w hiskers showed some g ra y  hairs, 

and he had g o t in a  se t o f false teeth. 

But every  one said  he w as a  good 

soul, and so he was. He had as good 

a hundred-acre farm  as any in Nor

wich, w ith a new house and every 

th ing  com fortable, and if he had w ant 

ed a  wife, m any a g irl would have 

jum ped a t  the chauce like a  rooster on 

a grasshopper. But Bill w as so bash

ful— alw ays w as— and when Susan 

Sherry  bottle, wh( m he w as so sw eet 

on, though he never said  “ boo” to her, 

g o t m arried to old W atson , he ju s t 

drew' his head in like a m ud-turtle in

scornfully and said the  w itnesses lied 

under oath. She called upon her hub

by, dear, to sw ear th a t she w as a good 

woman, and husband sw ore th a t  she 

w as good— to Miller, not to  hubby 
He sw ore th a t she had deserted  her ,,eW8 >our w a.v

widow  attended.

But here comes Ed. W ilbur.

“Good m orning, Mr. Sm iley.”

“Good m orning, Mr. W ilbur; w hat’s

home— a model hom e; left her daugh 

te r— a butiful dau g h te r; fled from her 

husband— a kind husband, and became 

a  wife to  M iller w ith  all th a t 

the  nam e implied. H e fu rther testi

fied on oath th a t his cup o f tem poral 

happiness would slop over if  he could 

for a  m inute— one little  m inute— have 

M iller to  him self outside the court 

room. Then she w rathed  aga in  and 

said, “ Prove th a t I am your wife, sir! 

I ’m not your wife. You deceived me, 

sir! You inveigled me in to  m arry ing  

you by a  false name, and Pm not your 

wife, and you’re a  scoundrel, a n d - 

“Hush, ’sh-’sh” said  the ju d g e, and the 

officers said, “Hush, ’sh ’sh,’, and the 

Spectators breathed  ’sh, and she hush

ed. Thed the ju d g e  said it w as a 

case,— and she said it  w asn’t. “ I t  is 

a  bad  house, and he keeps a bad house, 

and I ’d like to g e t my fingers on him 

ju s t  one m inute, and — ” “H ush, ’sh, 

’sh,” said  the  judge, and every 

body said  ’sh, and she hushed.

The ju d g e  said he would fine Miller 

$50 and Mrs. T rain  $25, and they  would 

be com m itted till the fines arc paid. She 

w rung  her hands, and reached out for 

the landlord. “ I ’d like to pu t my hands 

on you, you liar. I ’d be w illing to pay 

$25 if I could touch you ju s t  once.” 

“Hush, ’sh,” said  all.

Then the w itness told how she felt 

for the  landlord’s  sho rt ribs, and the  

ju d g e  “painful dutied” her $20 for th a t 

d isp lay  o f w om an’s righ ts . W hew I 

b u t didn’t  she w rithe in her ago n y / 

The ja ilo r  took down a  long brass key 

tenderly  hooked his hand irdo her elbow 

and  slow ly and sad ly  they  m arched to 

the  prison door. Three wild, fain t 

sh rieks pierced the  n ig h t air, the check

ered  door closed behind her, and she 

w as lo st to  society . In  forty-five days 

she will em erge an  older and a  sadder 

woman.— S. L . Herald.

“Oh, nothing p a rticu la r th a t I know 

of,” said Ed., “only B arnuin’s  show 

th a t everybody is ta lk ing  abou t and 

everybody and his g irl a re  go ing  to. 

I w as over to old Sockrider’s last 

n ight, and I sec: his son G us has got 

a  new buggy, and has scrubbed up 

his harness, and he's g o t th a t w h ite 

faced colt of his as slick as a  seal. 1 

understand  he th inks of tak in g  W id

ow W atson  to the show. He’s bcei 

hang ing  around there a  good deal ot 

late, bu t Pd ju s t  like to  c u t him out, 1 

would. Susan is a  nice little  woman, 

and deserves a  b e tte r  m an than  that 

pup o f a  fellow, though I w ould not 

blame her much either if  she tak es  

him, for she m ust bq d readfu lly  lone

some, and then she has to le t her farm 

ou t on shares, nnd i t  isn’t  ha lf w orked, 

and no one else seem s to  have the 

spunk to speak up to  her. By jingo , 

if I were a  single man, Pd show  you 

a  trick  or tw o.”

So saying , Ed. borrow ed some bags 

and s ta rted  around the corner of the 

barn, where he had left Bill sw eeping, 

and p u t his ea r to a  knot-hole aud lis

tened, know ing the bachelor had a 

hab it of ta lk in g  to  h im self w hen any 

th ing  w orried him.

“Confound th a t  young  b a g rid e rl” 

said Bill; “ w hat business has he there, 

I’d like to know? G ot a  new  buggy, 

has he? W ell, so have I, aud a  new 

harness, too; and his horse cau’t ge t 

s ig h t of m ine; and I declare  I ’ve half 

a  mind to— yes, I w illl I ’ll go  this

very  n ig h t and  ask  her to  go to the 

show  w ith  me. I ’ll show  Ed. W ilbu r 

th a t I a in ’t  such a  ca lf as he th inks 1 

am, if I did le t old W atson  g e t  the 

s ta r t  o f me in the  firs t p lace t”

Ed. could scarce  help laugh ing  out 

r ig h t, b u t he hastily  hitched the bags 

on his shoulder w ith  a  low  chuckle 

a t  his success, s ta r te d  home to  te ll the

news to Nelly; and about five o’clock 

that evening they saw  Bill go by with 
his horse add buggy, on his way to 

the widow’s. He jogged along qui

etly, thinking of the old singing school 
days— and what a pretty girl Susan 

was then, and wondering inwardly if  
he would have more courage to talk 

up to her— until, at a distance of 

about a mile from her house, he came 

to a  bridge, he gave a tremendous 

sneeze and blew his teeth out of his 
mouth and clear over the dashboard, 
and, striking on the planks, they roll

ed over the side of the bridge and 

dropped into four feet of water.
W ords cannot do ju s tic e  to  poor 

Bill or p a in t the  expression  o f his face 

as he s a t  there  com pletely dumfound- 

ed a t  h is piece o f ill-luck. A fter a 

while he stepped  ou t of his buggy , 

and, g e ttin g  dow n on his hands and 

knees, looked over into the  w ater. 

Yes, there they  w ere, a t  the  bottom , 

w ith  a  crow d of littlo  fish rubb ing  

their noses a g a in s t them , and Bill 

w ished to goodness th a t  his nose w as 

as close for one second. IIis  beau ti

ful tee th  th a t had cost him so much, 

and the show com ing on and no tim e 

to g e t ano ther se t— and the widow 

and young Sockrider. W ell, he m ust 

try  and g e t them  som ehow — and no 

tim e to be lost for some one m igh t 

come along and ask  him w hat he w as 

fooling around there  for. He had no 

notion of spoiling his clothes by w ad 

ing in w ith them  on; and besides, if 

he did he could not go to  the w idow ’s 

th a t night, so he took a look up and 

down the road, to see th a t no one w as 

in s igh t, and then quick ly  undressed 

himself, lay ing  his clothes in the bug 

gy  to keep them  clean. Then he ran  

around the bank and w aded into the 

alm ost icy-cold w ater, bu t his teeth  did 

not ch a tte r  in nis head— he only w ish 

ed they could. Q uietly  he w aded 

along so as not to s tir  the mud up, 

and when he g e t to the rig h t spot he 

dropped under the w ater and cam e 

out with his teeth in his baud, and  re 

placed them in his mouth. But hark! 

W hat noise is that? A w agon and a 

dog bark ing  w ith all bis m ight, and 

iis horse is s ta r tin g . “ W hoa! w hoa! 

Stop, you brute, you  stop?*’ But stop 

ie would not, but w ent off at a spank- 
ng  pace, w ith  the unfortunate  bache

lor a fte r him.

Bill w as certa in ly  in cap ita l run 

ning costum e, but though he s tra in c  

every  nerve, he could not touch tin 

b u ggy  or reach the lines th a t w ere 

d rag g in g  on the ground. A fter a 

while his p lug hat shook off the seat, 

and the hind wheel w ent over it, mak 

ing it flat as a  pancake. Bill snatch 

ed a t  it as he ran, ami, a fte r jam m ing  

his fist into it, s tuck  it, all du sty  and 

dimpled, on his head. And now he 

saw  the willow’s house on the top of 

the hill, and w hat, oh w hat will he do? 

Then his coat fell ou t and he slipped 

it on, and then m aking  a  despera te  

sp u rt he clutched the back o f the sea t 

and scram bled in, and pulling  the buf

falo robe over his legs, stuffed the oth

e r  th ings beneath. Now the horse 

happened to  be one lie g o t of 'Squire 

Moore, and he g o t it from the widow 

and he took it into his head to stop  a t 

her ga te , which Bill had no pow er to 

prevent, as he w’as too busy  bu tton ing  

his coat up to his chin to th ink of do

ing  much else. The widow heard the 

ra ttlin g  of w heels and looked out, and 

seeing  th a t it  w as Smiley, and lie 

didn’t offer to g o t out, she w ent to see 

w hat he w anted, and there  she stood 

ch a ttin g  w ith her w hite arm s on the 

top o f her g a te , and her face tow aid  

him, while the chills ran  dow n Ins 

sh irtless  back clear to his bare feet 

beneath the buffalo robe, and the w a

te r  from his hair and the d u s t from 

his h a t had combined to m ake some 

nice little  stream s of m ud th a t  came 
trick ling  down his face.

She asked him to come in. No, he 

w as in a  hurry , he said. S till he did 

not offer to  go. He did not like to  

ask  her to p ick up his reins for him, 

because he d i l  not know  w hat excuse 

to m ake for n o t do ing i t  him self. Then

be looked down the road' behind him 

and aaw a white-faced b o n e  coming, 

and at once surmised it was that of 
6 n s Sockrider! He respited to do 

or die, and hurriedly tpljl h is errand.
The widow would be delighted to 

go, of course ebesjrpuld. JJotwoold “ 

he come in. No, be w as in Sihiinyr, 
be said; lie had to go  on to Green’s 

place.
“Oh,” said the widow,'-You’re go

ing to Green’s, are you? W hy, I am 

going there m yself to get one of the 

girls to help me quilt to-morrow. 

Just wait a second while 1 g e t  my 

bonnet and shawl.” And away she 

skipped.
“T hunder and  lig h tn in g  1” said  Bill, 

w hat a  scrape  I and he h astily  clutched 

his p a n ts  from betw een  his feet, and 

w as p rep a rin g  to  w rig g le  in to  them , 

when a  lig h t w agon  d raw n  by the  

w hite faced horse, d riven  by a boy, 

cam e a long  and stopped  beside him. 

The boy held up a p a ir  of boots in one 

hand and a pa ir o f socks in the  other, 

and ju s t  as the w idow  reached  the 

g a it  aga in  lie sa id :

“ H ere’s you r boots and socks, Mr. 

Smiley, th a t  you left on the b ridge  

when vou w ere in sw im m ing.”

“ You’re m istaken ,” said  Bill; “ they 

are  not mine.”

“ W hy, said the boy, “a in ’t  you the 

young  man th a t  had the race a fte r  the 

horse ju s t  now?”

“ No sir, I am not! You had b e tte r  

go  on aliout yo u r business.”

Bill sighed a t  the loss o f his Sunday 

boots, and, tu rn in g  to  the  widow, said :

“J u s t  pick up the  lines, will you, 

please? This b ru te  of a horse is a l

w ays sw itch ing  them  o u t of my 

hands.”

The widow com plied; then he pulled 

one corner of the robe dow n as she got

“ it w as ca re less ;”

in.

“ W hat a  lovely even ing ,” said  she; 

“and so w arm  I don’t  th ink  wc w ant 

the  robe over us, do we?”

(Y ou see she had on a nice new 

dress and a p a ir  of new  g a ite rs , and 

she w anted  to show  them .)

“Oh, m y,” said Bill, e a rn es tly ; 

“you’ll find it chilly rid ing , and 1 

wt u ldn’t  have you catch  cold for the 

w’orld.”

She seem ed pleased a t  th is  tender 

care  for her, and con ten ted  herself 

w ith s tick in g  one of her little  feet ont 

w ith a  long silk  necktie  over the  end 

of it.

“ W hat is tha t, Mr. Srniley, a  neck

tie?”

“ Yes,” said  he, “ I bough t it th e  o th 

e r day, and I m ust have left it  in the 

buggy . N ever mind it.”

“But,” said  she

and stooping  over she picked it up 

and m ade a m otion to  stu ff it  in be
tw een them.

Bill felt her hand g o in g  dow n, and 

m aking  a dive a fte r  it, c lu tched  i t  in 

his and held hard  and fast.

Then they  w en t on q u ite  a  d istance, 

be still ho lding her hand in h is and 

w ondering w h a t he should do when 

they  g o t to  G reen’s ; and she won- 

dered w hy he did not say  som eth ing  

nice to her as well a s  squeeze , her 

hand, w hy his co a t w as bu ttoned  up  

so tig h tly  on such a w arm  evening, 

and w h a t m ade his h a t and face so 

d irty , un til th ey  w ere  g o in g  dow n a 

little  hill and one o f the  traces  cam e 

unhitched and they  had to stop.

“ Oh, m urder!” exclaim ed Bill, “w h a t 
next?”

“ W h a t’s the m atter, Mr. Smiley?” 

said  the widow, w ith  a  s ta r t  which 

came near je rk in g  the  robe off from 
his knees.

“One o f the  traces  is off*” answ ered  
Bill.

“Well, why don’t you get out and 
p u t i t  on?”

“ I can’t,” said  Billy “Pve g o t— th a t 

is, I haven’t  g o t— oh, d ea rr I ’m so sick  1 
W h a t shall I do?”

“Why, Willie,” said sh e tenderly, 
“what is the matter? d o  tell me.” 

She gave his hand a little sqtreeae, and 
looked into his pale faoe; she thought 

he was going to faint, so she got out 
her smelling bottle with her left hand,

and  po lling  the a w * ,

teeth , she stock it . „ l'"’*1"11' 

Bill w ss ju s t taking in?"0*  

«nitchty sigh, and the DJ * ' h |' 

m ade him throw back 

th a t  he loet his b a la n c e » ,^
the  lpw-back bugg,. ^  

m an gave  a  W  « cam  „ 7

feet flew past-her head- "*

her face with'her handGaJ*"
tearB or smiles—it j8\  *a 

which. Bill was right

moment, and leaning over u,e P
the seat, hnmbly a p o lo g y  , .  

p laining, when Ed. W jL f "  

wife and baby drove op 

stopped. Poor Bill felt that h»! 

ra th e r have been shottha» 1 , 
W ilbur catch him in ,uch ,  
b u t there was no Ç * *

now , so he called Ed. to fc 

whispered in his ear.

Ed. w as like to burst

ed laughter, but lie beckon«)” 
wife to draw  up, and, afttr R 

som ething to her, he helped the 

o u t o f Bill’s buggy and into y , 
the tw o women went on,leaving 

men behind. Bill lost no time in 
ran g in g  his toilet as w e lla * ^  

and then with great persuasion 

g o t him to go home with hi», htt 
tip slippers and socks and fe!t 

Ihm washed and combed, bad 

qu ite  presentable when the ladies 
rived.

1 need not tell you how the 

w as wormed out of bashful Bill 

they all laughed as they sai aroi 

the tab le  that night, but will concli 

by say ing  that they went to the à 
together and Bill has eo fear of 

Sockrider now.

This is the story about Bill and 

widow, ju s t  as I had it from Ed. 

bur, and if there is anything urn 

factory  about it, ask him.

L E T T E R  FR O H  A R IZO Ii

Mr. W. W. Hutchison, formerly ofj 
Basin, and known here as Ned Hatehaj 
writes tin* following letter to Mr.flit 
Tincher, of this place, which gratia 
kindly permits us to publish- It willl 
read with interest by Ned’s old friends} 
this Territory, who will be pleased toi 
of his prosperity in Arizona:

P rescott. August 23,l£l 
F r ie n d  B iijly—I see by the ^  

that you are starting a cabinet, andthi 
ing that vou would like to have some i 
citnens from this country, I thought til 
would send you one or two. I send 
one from the Silver Belt that Tbome i 
I are interested in, and one from the c 
brated Peek mine, but we hmnoiDte 

in the Peck.
We have made two attempts to smeltj 

ore. and tbe furnace gave way both th 
and then we concluded to ship s°®| 
San Francisco, and so we have sit toil 
tbe way now, but don’t kaow Low it 
turn out, but I don’t think that weeans 
much, for I got a list of pri**8 
pay for ore, and find out that they 
pay us but about sixty per cent, o , 
assays ; so to pay freight on it in® 
we cannot make anything. n 
trials that we made with tbe m  j
run through about one thousand po

ore and got two hundred P°UD s 
ion that was worth $2.200 a ton. 

can see that we have a good ffilD 
that we would want if 

else but here.
The Peck mine is a great deal 

than ours. They are going^  
ton. that is worth about 
is conceded to lie the “bigg68 . ( 

You ran see by the
in the Southern part of this Tern .

they have struck pure « lv .
seen men from there that say 
f H c t i l m t a s t o t l i o c x l ^ ^ ^ s

There is no nHstafcc b , * , 7  
richest Territory in the l  "1' ^  „  
at present the slowest P" 
seems as llioush wc can 
to come here ; but we sti ^ eBd! 

Give my regards to *. hoWyou
drop a line and let me known

doing. Yours Jvuly HtjTCfllS0î]

It is sa id  that 
speaks good Bagrbsh a« ^
a  word of slang, and

Americans or nmgbsh

Old S an ta  A n n a18 ^  

fighting as èver, but 

high.-


